2O               The Desert and its Inhabitants            [CHAP, i

the meat piled pell-mell into a large and very dirty woodei:
bowl, and thus, without any other accompaniment, seasoning, or
aught else, placed on the ground about half-way between us
and the tents.

The chief, or sbme unbreeched youngster of his family,
comes up to us with the customary " Tefaddaloo," or " do us
the favour," that is, of accepting the invitation. We approach
the bowl, but ere we can take our place a rush has already been
made from all quarters towards the common centre of attrac-
tion, and a large circle is awaiting in silence the signal to begin.
This is given by the chief, who again repeats the formula of
welcome, and Salim and my comrade (for I confess myself to
have been always rather backward on these occasions, not for
want of hunger, but of liking,) fish out a large joint of half-
raw meat, and pulling at it in opposite directions, divide it into
more manageable morsels. Then every one falls to. Thirty or
more unwashed hands are in the bowl, and within five minutes'
space, bones too clean picked to offer much solace to the lean
clogs on guard around are all that remains of the banquet.

" Why do you not eat ? eat; go to work at it; 0, a hundred
welcomes to you, our worthy guests," reiterates at short inter-
vals our host, and shows the way by his own good example. I
may remark, that were the sultan himself in our place, he would
get no greater variety or choicer fare, for the simple reason that
the Sherarat have nothing better to present.

Water, with a strong ammoniacal flavour, acquired from the
over-proximity of camels to the wells whence it has been drawn,
is now passed round to whoever desires drink in a sort of small
pail, which might in England find its appropriate place at a
colt's muzzle. However, while we partake of its contents, our
next-hand neighbour will not fail to say " Hena'," or "good
health," by way of a compliment, and a hint too to pass him
the bowl.

We then retire to our sand slope and baggage \ for to sleep
within the host's tent is not customary in genuine Bedouin life.
The smallness of the habitation where a family of all sexes and
ages are crowded together, and its non-partition into separate
chambers, fully explains and justifies this precautionary usage,
which has nothing to do with want of hospitality.

The night air in these wilds is life and health itself.    We